THE BATTLE OF FRANCE

regulated the flow of cars. Some bricklayers were at
work on a house. There was no hurry, no disorder,
and the gentle behaviour of all made it more heart-
breaking than ever to leave the city at such a time.
In the afternoon I drove to the aerodrome The
town was now very empty and the roads leading out
of Paris shockingly congested. The weather was hot
and thundery. Three weeks before I had witnessed
the evacuation of Belgium. But this was the
evacuation of a city and not of an agricultural
countryside, and I was struck by the absence of men
and the fewness of the cyclists. Most of the cars
were driven by women and fiill of children and old
people. It was from the plane, piloted by an R.A.F
officer, that I saw Paris for the last time. Heaven
knows when I shall see it again, free and happy.
I am told by friends who arrived later that evacua-
tion had left it a city half-dead, looking very empty
and curtained by the German barrages on the Seine,
but that it remained calm, courageous, orderly, and
incredibly beautiful.
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